The moil lamentable T rage die 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting* 

King. Emilhui dec this meflagc honourably 
And if he (land in hottagefor hisfafety, 

Bidhimdemaund what pledge will pleafe himbeft. 

Emillsus . Your bidding fliall I doe effectually. 

Exit, 

T amor a. Now will I tothat old Avdronicut, 

And temper him with all the Artlhauc, 

To plucke proud Lucius from the warlike Gother# 

And now fweet Emperour be blith agaioe. 

And bury all thy fearc in my dcui fes. 

SAturi ThengoefuccefTantly and plead to him# 

Exeunt. 

Enter Lucius with an Army ofgothes * with 
D rum and S ouldiers ♦ 

Lucius. Approuedwarriours,andmy faithfull friends, 

I baue receaued letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies what hate they beare their Empcrour, 

And how defirous ofour fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your titles witnes, 

Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe* 

Let him make treble fatiffa&ion. 

goth. Brauc flip fprung from the great Andronkus t 
Whofename was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Ronierecjuites with foule contempt, 

Beboldein vs,weele follow where thou leadft, 

Like flinging Beesin hottefl: Sommers day. 

Led by their maifler to the flowred fields, 

And beauengdoncurfcd Tamorax 

And 


of Tim Anironictiu 

And as he faith, fo fay we all with him. 

Lucius* I humbly thankc him and I thank you all. 

But who com, es hccreled by alufty Goth} 

Enter a Goth leading of Aron with his child 
in his armes. 

Goth. Renowned Luciusfron) ourtroups I flraidj 
Togazc vpona ruinous Monaftcrre, 

Andas learnedly did fixe mineeye 
Vponthe wafled building, fuddainely 
Ihearda childe cry vnderneath a walls 
I made vnto the noyfe, when foone I heard, 

•The crying bahe control! with this difeourfe : 

Peace rawnyflaue, halfeme.andhalfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee butthy motherslookc, 
Villainethoumightflhavie bent an Em per our# 

But w here the Bull and Cow are both milk white, 
Theyncuerdo beget a colc-blacke Calfe : 

Peace villainc peace, cuen thus he rates the babe, 

Forlmuft beare thee to a trufly Goth, 

Who when he knowes theu artthe Emprefle babe, 

Will hold tine dcarely for thy mother slake. 

With this my weapon drawnc 1 rufht vponhim, 

Surprizd hum fuddainely, and brought him hither 
| Tovfeas youthinkcnecdefulloftheinan. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate dcuiU* 
That robd Andronicus of his good hand: 

This isthePeaile that pleafd your Emprefle eye, 
Ardheeresthe bafe fruit of bis burning lufl, 

Say vvall-eyd flaue whether would fl thou ccnuay 
This growing Image of thy ficndiikcface? 

Why doft not fpeake? what deafe,not a word? 

A' 
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